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violently, "I will not wait a second." As the door resisted his efforts, he said to the steward:
" Did you not tell me, villain, that the bar had been taken away ? "
" And so it has/' he replied.
"If that be so, with what is this jade holding the door?"
"With my arm, my Lord, which I have thrust through the staples, as a Douglas did for James I. in the days when the Douglases had black hair instead of red> and were faithful subjects instead of traitors."
" As you know your history so well," retorted Lindsay, "you should remember that that weak barrier failed to check Graham, that Catherine Douglas's arm was broken like a willow wand, and James I. killed like a dog."
" And you, my Lord," replied the dauntless maiden, " should be familiar with the ballad, which has come down to us, and is sung to-day:
Honni soit Robert Graham,
Du roi 1'assassin infAme. Robert Graham bonni soit
L'assassin de notre roi.
"Mary," cried the Queen, who had overheard this colloquy from her bed-room, " Mary, I command you to open the door at once, dost hear me ? "
Mary obeyed, and Lord Lindsay entered, followed by Melville with lowered head, and hesitating step. Halfway across the second room of the suite Lindsay stopped, and cast an eye around.
" Well, where is she ? " he asked; " has she not kept us waiting long enough without, that she keeps us still waiting within ? or does she fancy that she is still Queen, for all these walls and bars ? "